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Children's Department 

A BOTS PROTEST. 

When a fellow kiwws every birds nest 

In tbe (ielils fur mílesaround, 
Where squirrets play in tbe sunshine, 

Wbere the prettiest flowers arc found ; 
When he knows of a pair of robins 

That will fly to his band for c rumbs, 
He hates to be perjned in a school-room. 

And bes glad when Saturday comes. 

Tbere's a bee tree on the hillside, 

liut III not teli anyone where ; 
There's a school of trout in tbe millstream, 

And I want to go ftshing there. 
I koow where an oriole's building 

And a log where a partrklgc druras, 
Aad I'm going to the woods. to see them 

As soon as Saturday comes. 

They staouldn't keep school in the springtime, 

When the world is su f res li and bright, 
When you want lo be íishing and climbing 

Antl playing from morning till night. 
It's a shame to be kept in a school-room, 

Writing and working out srnns 
All week. It's like being in prison, 

And I'm glad when Saturday comes. 

— AVíf Yorh /nift•/it•wffnt . 


From Fisher's Hill, Va. 

I live at Wheatfield, but ara visiting 
Aunt lila Keller, and as cousin Vernie is 
writíng for the paper, I will also try and 
write a short letter. I love to read the 
Children's Column. Aunt Ida often 
sends the Evangeli st to us and we all de- 
light in reading it. 

Vernie and I are having a nice time. 
We enjoy attending the camp meeting 
which is in progress here at present under 
the name of Christian Workers. 

Dfcl.LA R. Willik. 

From Montevallo, Mo. 
I will again write a few Unes for our 
church paper, the Evangelist. I go to 
Sunday-school every Sunday I possibly 
can. Aquilla Eeedy is our superintend- 
ent. Mrs. Hettie Coughendaufer is our 
teacher. I like hei very inuch. We are 
doing a grand work in our Sunday-school 
for the Lord. I will close by asking a 
question : Where were the disciples first 
called Christians ? 

Bessie Shanauerger. 


From Fishor'8 Hill, Va. 

What has become of all the little child- 

ren who write fur the Evangelist ? We 

rniss their letters so niuch as we like to 

read them. I hope the editor will contin 

ue to give us space, and give us a chance 

to write often. 

Walter W. Keller. 


and papa read the Evangelist, and they 
enjoy the paper very much. My raamraa 
and papa belong to the Brethren church. 
Roman Buteruaugh. 


From Fisher's Hill, Va. 
Since I last wrote for the Evangelist 
death visited us, taking my dear papa. 
Home is so lonely and sad without hím. 
It hardly seems like home now. It is 
only a little oïter three months since 
Grandma died. Thus the death of papa 
leaves two vacant chairs. The beantiful 
summer weather with everything fresh and 
green helps us to realize God's blessings 
and the new life that can be had by all if 
we only accept Jesús as our Saviour ami 
follow him while we journey through this 
sinful world. Vernie M. Keller. 


Clara responded to baby Hal's good 
morning kiss. Ah, Clara, you have 
learned a good lesson that you will not 
soon forget. 

The boys could not help wondering 
what had comeover their elder sister, who 
was usually so cross and fretful, now so 
cheerful and obligtng. That night as 
Clara knelt by her bed, as she had done 
since her dear mother's death, she asked 
Mira who rules on high to make her al- 
ways so, and I think that her'prayer was 
answered. — Alice Nowaní, in Our Beys 
a>iti Giris. 


From Minburm Iowa. 
I am a little boy six years old. I like 
to go to school. My teacher's name is 
Sadie Morris, I like to hear my mamnia 


BROTHERS. 

"Dear me !" exclaimed Clara Ward,' 
fretfully. Now Clara had three little 
brothers, aged respectively two, four, and 
six, whom she thinks — no, did think — 
were no earthly good. "I wish," -she 
continued, "that all boys were exported 
to the arctic regions, and we giris left 
here just as we are — only there would be 
no hats and caps to pick off the floor, no 
ragged jackets to mcnd, no dirty tracks 
to sweep foni the floor, and, above all, 
no one to yell and make a noise and wor- 
ry poor kitty half to death, "she added. 

That night Clara had a strange dreain. 
Somehow the boys were all gone, and 
Clara must make the fires, go for the let- 
ters, drive the i alves to pasture, dig the 
potatoes, and do many other things she 
never knew before hati to be done. But 
still worse, there were no little arms to 
clasp her neck in a fond embrace ; no 
rosy lips to kiss her and call her "my 
dear, big sister. " How lonesome she was ! 
for her mother was in heaven, and her 
Aunt Dora, who kept hou.se for them, was 
no company at all. 

When the house was once tidied up it 
stayed so all day, for prim Miss Clara 
made no trash — no, indeed. So she 
could not even have the cleaning up to do 
for pastime. But, ah ! there is her little 
brother Frank standing at her bedside, 
and the morning sunshine is streaming in 
at the window. 

Ah ! it was only a horrid dream after 
all, and Clara is heartily glad of it. "For 
what would I do without my dear líttle 
brothers ?" she raused, as she hastily but- 
toned her shoes, for Aunt Dora was call- 
ing her to come and set the table. What 
a nice warm fire one of those very little 
brothers she had called abother only yes- 
terday had made her ! And it was with 
a feeling of thankfulness in her heart that 


THE SLEEPING FROGS. 

Among the many creatures thatsleep in 
the winter are the frogs, with their two 
very lung hind legs, short fore legs, and 
with big l•lack eyes on each side of their 
very big inoulhs. 

When the cold days come, and the wà- 
ter betinis to freeze in the pond, the frogs 
know that it is time to go to bed for all 
winter. Down they go, and their famílies 
with ihetn, to the bottom ; then they bc- 
gín to dig with their long hind feet into 
the soft mud. They work theraselves 
down into their beds backward, until at 
last they are cove reti under the mud, all 
except the tips of their noses. There 
they go lo sleep. After a while they have 
an ice spread over them, and they can 
sleep safely all winter. • They do not get 
hungry all this time. 

After awhile spring comes, and the sun 
grows bright and warm. Jack Frost car- 
des away their covering, and olfi Father 
Frog begins to push his nose up out of 
the mud until his ears are uncovered. 
Th'en he nudges Mother Frog. "Wake 
up ! " he says. "Don't you hear every- 
body busy up there ?" And oh ! how 
sleepy she is, poor thing ! But he had 
tried the wàter and fuund it warm, and 
they must not rest any longer. 

TELEPHOBIHG A DOG. 

Jack ís a coach dog who found his mas- 
ter by telephone. In some way Jack got 
lost, and fortunalely was found by one of 
his raaster's friends, who went to his of- 
fice, and asked by telephone whether the 
gentleman had lost his dog. 

"Yes ; where is he ?" was the reply. 

"He is here. Suppose you call him. 
through the telephone." 

The dog's ear was placed over the ear- 
piece, and the raaster said : 

"Jack, Jack ! How are you, Jack f" 

Jack instantly recognized the voice, 
and began to yelp. He licked the tele- 
phone fondly, seeming to think that his 
raaster was insíde the machine. At the 
other end of the line the gentleman rec- 
ognized the familiar barks, and short] y 
afterward he reached his friend's offïce to 
claim his property. — F.xchange. 


